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INTERDUCKTERY 

Jed sez to me last nite, — Jed being my bruther, 
J. Edward Bridges, nicknamed Jed to keap him from 
being mixt with Unkel pd, who lives in Keokuk, 
ioway, — Jed sez to me, 

**Woodrow, if I wuz you, Ide rite a buk about 
it.'' 

**Now, Jed,'' I ansers, **you know I cant rite no 
buk." 

**Well," sez he, **it wont do no harm trying, 

ennywaze. Jest sit rite down and put on paper what 
happened, likes you wuz tawking it." 

I lade a-wake last nite thinking about what Jed 
had sed, and after a while, it begun to seam more 
reesonabel, and rite there I made up my mind Ide 
do it. 

So hear goze 
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CHAPTER ONE 



Bain 



There wuz 3 of us that went. Phil Dutton, a 
r. r. breakman, who lives at Grene Lake, Seattle, and 
Mr. Augustus Iront, a christen sientest^ who rites life 
insurenee for a living. When Mr. Iro^t. first explaned 
evrything about christen siense to me, I sed, **then 
whats the use in wurkf He replide that wurk wuz 
the mannyfestashun of lak of fathe. 

**Well," I ansers, **my fathe in christen siense 
sertanely aint as strong as yourn, and you have to 
wurk the hardest. How do you explane thatf Mr. 
Iront got very angry and sed sumthing about my 
ignerence. I rite this in rite here so you will no 
what kind of a man Mr. Iront wuz. Get him offen 
christen siense, tho, he is a purty good sort of a man. 

Phil Dutton is very difrunt. Like a grate menny 
men, he shoze the mannyfestashun of lak of fathe in 
more waze than wurk. He is a grate big man, 
waying two hunderd and ten pownds and is very 
good nachured. He had a good deel of trubel getting 
off, but Mr. Iront, not having no regler boss, sed he 
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could go enny day. So finelly we desided the trane 

we wud take, and all wuz fixt. 

Pryday, Agst. 16th. dauned very wet. Up to 

that date, I had never seen such a rane. It just 

pored! I woke brite and erly, and layed in bed, just 

lissening to it, and I sed to myself, **My, but aint it 

wet!'' And it were. Then I got up. After I had 

drest, I took a pare of hevvy flannel draws, a hevvy 

wull undershert, 2 pare of hevvy sox, a kuppel of 

hankerchefes and a clene towel, and ropped them up 

in some oil-cloth I took from the top of the kitchen 

tabel. And its a good thing I done what I did! My, 

that rane!! — and it summer time too. 

Mr. Iront and Phil wuz at the Tacoma Easturn 
depo, wateing, when I arrived there. We bawt rownd 
trip tickets for six dollars, good for 30 daze, all the 
way up to the In and back. The trane left Tacoma 
at ate fifty with us on borde. We set in the smoaker, 
but Mr. Iront did not smoak. He sed christen siense 
had kured him. I sed that I bet it wuz ezier for 
christen siense to kure smoaking than numonia, and 
Phil Button laft. Mr. Iront tuk it verry good 
nachured. 

And still it raned. 

The furst part of our jurney wuz thru the sub- 
berbs of Tacoma. Then we past a saw mill or two. 
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a feald here and there fild with puddles of brown 
water, then timber, timber and sum more timber. At 
evry saw mill there wuz a small town, with a stoar 
and a place to by gasaleen. A good waze out, we 
came to a plase where they is bilding a big conkreat 
reservower, and there wuz a tennus coart in the 
bottum of it. I sez to Phil : 

'*K this rane keeps up they wont have to tirn no 
streem of water in that reservower, ' ' and Phil agrede 
with me. 

After a littel waze further, we come to where 
they wuz bilding a tremendus damn, which wuz to 
fede the reservower. Then thru sum more timber, 
and along a deep canyun, where it seamed like we 
just stuck to the side of the verry stepe hill. The 
senery was gettin purty, and the raleroad was climing 
up hevvy grades. Then cum a few more towns, and 
the condukter calld, 

**Ashfert.'' 

We got oflf here in the rane. 

They say it is 14 mile frum Ashfert to the In, 
and I am convinsed they do not exagerate. There 
wuz 3 big ottermobiles with 4 setes each wateing 
us, and we piled in. There was no cuvvers to the 
ottermobiles. The three on us had the sekund sete. 
We woar rane cotes, but the lady rite behint Mr. 
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Dutton had a blu silk umberreler, and one of the 
points of it dript rite over his coUer. She sed she 
new it must be anoying, but her remarek wus made 
to the wuman that set with her, so Phil cudent say 
nothing. Phil squirched arownd, so the water washt 
rite down the back of his rane cote on to the sete 
where I was setting, and before I new what he wuz 
doing, the sete of my britches wuz very wet. By 
this time, the ottermobiles wus fild with toorests and 
we wuz started. The rode wuz very wet. The 
chawfer drove carefull, and he kud not see fer ahed 
on account of the rane. It was now raning harder 
than when we leflf Tacoma. Sech a rane! 

The rode lifted gradjewly in a gentel slop*, 
and sune the town of Ashfert were leflf behint. Purst 
there were sum klered land, here and there, and then 
we entered what the lady with the blu umberreler 
calld the **forrest primanvel." Bvry tree we sene 
seamed biggern the others. The bigest of all is the 
**twin sisters," standing on eche side of the rode. 
That is sertanely fine timber. The rode was verry, 
verry wet along here. One plase we had to cut 



* Whether this is meant by Mr. Bridges to mean 
** slope" or **slop" as he has it, we would not venture 
to say. — ^Editors. 
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arownd a mile or so thru the timber over a newkut 
rode, and this seamed wetter still. The overhanging 
branches of the treze in plases hung down to the 
branches that run thru the tyre trax in the rode. 
We had water swept in our faces time after time. 
It were sertanely wet. 

After about a ower of this, we come to the gait 
of the park. They have kut down fore perfekly 
good treze, that are ennywaze frum 5 to ate ft. in 
diametter, to uze for the uprites, and up about 25 
ft., there is krost timbers ekwally as big, making a 
kind of tremendus krate. This is the gait. The 
lady behint Mr. Button sez it wuz very approwperate. 
There is a sine hanging frum the frunt krost log, 
which reeds: — 



MT. RAINIER 
NATIONAL PARK 



(( 



What rite have they to hang a sine like that 
upt" I sed to the chawfer. **Evrybody I ewer seen 
calls it Mount Tacoma." 

His reply was impertinent. He ast me why I 
dident never spend fore bits, and ride over to Seattle. 



*; 
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I wild have made sum reply, but here we drue up 
before a perty little bungerlo, run by the U. S. guver- 
ment. Evrybody that kums in has to sine a buk in 
this bungelo. The water off en Mr. Iront's hat run 
down and spilt on the buk he were sining, which 
made the guverment man verry mad, I kud see, altho 
he dident say nothin, which I think was verry plesent 
of him. 

Well, we got back in the ottermobiles and 
started on agane, the rode winding more and more, 
and getting a shaid steaper, with the rane still kuming 
down, exsept mabee moreso. The kuntry got hillier 
and hillier now, until at last, kuming arownd a sharp 
tirn, we behelt the settelment arownd Longmires 
Springs. We driv rite up to the In furst, of coarse. 

For fashunabel fokes, I suspek the In is a fine 
plase to stop. Ive overherd lots of fine drest peepul say 
so. The lady who let her umberreler drip down Mr. 
Button's bak stopt there, and a grate menny of the 
others what kum up with us. This lady was a grate 
mountin klimer, it seams, as she sed she had klimed 
Chammultepeck, which is the name of anuther big 
mountin, where she sed it didn't rane so hard. I be- 
leve her. ? 

If it wuzent for the tents and howses there, 
Longmires Springs wud luk jest like the pastewer 
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back of the chair facktery back home. The land 
kinder rowld awaze, as f er as we kud see, which were 
not far, the rane blotting out most on the landskape. 
Along the rode where we driv in, there are perhaps 
forty or fifty tents, run in kahutes with the In. Then 
kums the In itself, a big fine-luking place on the rite 
hand side of the rode, 3-storeys hi, with the top 
storey all gormer winders, 10 on em, sticking out the 
rufe, a poarch running all the waze rownd down 
stares; the hole bilding kuvered with seder shingels 
and a fire eskape at both ends. Sertainly a fine look- 
ing hotel. On nex the In, theres a number of tents 
where you can hav your pikshur tuk when the sun 
shines, and anuther tent where they sells sody pop, 
and another place where you can play pule and such. 
Then cums the postofBse, in a rownd bildin, and then 
Longmires big white barn, akrost the st. from which 
is a nuther barn, belongin to the In, I think. Up 
the rode about 50 yds. is a nice respeckterbel howse, 
acrost from which is Longmires Hotel. It wuz raneing 
so hard when we got to the In, that we kudent see 
Longmires Hotel at all. It were sertanely raneing. 

It wuz half past 2 when we dessended from the 
ottermobile, and ran down into Longmires yard; and 
under the frunt poarch, we stopt and dript a spell 
befour krowding our way into the frunt rume. After 
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shaking the rane frum my cote, I fownd I was wet 
only where Mr. Button had let the drippins frum 
the lady's umberreler run down on the sete of the 
ottermobile. I never seen befour such a krowd of 
fokes as wuz in that frunt rume. The air was denee 
with wether-kussing and steme from wet kloze. Never 
in the histery of the Mountin had such wether bin 
herd of before, but we sertanely herd of it now, as it 
were the 1 topick of conversashun. I thru my oil- 
cloth kuvered bundel of kloze in the komer, got out 
of my ranecote and hurryed to the fire to warm 
where I wuz wet, while Mr. Iront sined our names in 
the hotel regester. My, that fire were a kumfert to 
me in my distres! 

Longmires Hotel remindes me of a tekst I herd 
a preecher preech on wunst, **Line upon line, presept 
upon presept, hear a littel, their a littel." I dont 
eksakly no what a presept is, but if you kud use 1 
arownd a hotel, I no the Longmires have got it. To 
begin with, it were a farm howse, then they added 
a fu lines and made it a bordeing howse, and they 
kept on a-adding until it were a hotel, and it is still 
a-groing. You go rite into a big settin rume frum 
the frunt poarch. On the left of this rume is the 
grate big dining rume, where we hasend as soon as 
the buk wuz sined, and weed warmed up sum. 
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Let zne say rite hear I never et a more ef ekshunate 
meel than that 1 after the long wet ride. It snuggled up 
to me like a june bride to a hardwun husbend. Their 
is 3 kinds of fedes: repasts, meels and grub, and this 
wun wuz all three in wun, havin the apertizing 
kwalertix of a repast, the kwantetty of a reel meel 
and the stabiletty of grub. If I wuz a poit, Ide rite 
a verse on the kusterd pi we had, and Ide deddykate 
it to the nice looking girl that wated on the tabel. 

Their want nuthing to do after dinner but to 

set arownd an tawk. I overherd sum very plesent 

konversashuns, and sum otherwize. Their wuz sevrul 

peepel in one komer arguing about the naime of the 

Mountin. The Seattle fokes sed it wuz Raneer and 

the Tacoma fokes sed it wuz Tacoma. Frum what I 

kud get from there tawk, it seams after the Mountin 

was naimed ** Tacoma'' by the injuns, a feller naimed 

Vankuver made a trip down Pugit Sownd and vis- 

eted at Tacoma. He wuz a grate buk riter, and he 
rote a buk about his trip. When he got to telling 
about the mountin, he fergot the naime of it, and he 
timd to a frend of his who was eating supper with 
him and sez, **Pete, what's the naime of the mountin 
in Pearce County, Washington?" 

**You can serch me," ansers Pete. 

* * Shucks, ' ' kontinues Vankuver, * * how prevoking ! 
Well, if I cant remember the reel naime, lie have to 
give it anuther. 
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** That's good/' ansers Pete Baneer, **why not 

name it Mt. Baneer after mef 

** Grate ideer," sed Vankuver, and the deed wuz 

dun. 

Tacoma not having no literrary orthers at that 

time, Mr. Vankuver 's buk was the only thing about 

this kuntry out hear that wuz red, and fokes got to 

beleeving that Baneer wuz reely the naime of the 

mountin. The Tacoma man kontinued that a man 

naimed Americus Van Spucius stole the name of this 

kuntry in the saim way, and added it were a durty 

shaim. I kud see that their wuz sum hard fealing 

on the subjekt, so I went over and joined a grupe 

of men who wuz tawking about the price of Shingels. 
They dident seam to agree enny more than the others, 
so I got in a kard game, and plaid the rest of the 
raney afternune. My partener wuz a singing lady 
from Seattle. She wuz an awful nice lady, and we 
plaid agane after supper. I never seen her agane, 
which was a verry grate disserpointment. 

We slept in a tent. I have slept in bunk-howses, 
cabbins, hotels and tranes, but never before in a tent, 
and it wuz verry plesent to here the rane drops 
beeting suppranno to Mr. Button's base and Mr. 
Iront's tenner. Their wuz 2 beds in our tent and I 
slept with Mr. Iront. It dident take me no grate 
time to go to sleap, and so the furst day came to a 
happy end. 
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The Pony Trail to Paradise. 

Sattyday, Agst. 17th. dauned brite and gloryus. 
At furst I thot it must be rane, the rushing of the 
brook behint my tent. It were hardly lite when I 
stuck my hed out the flap at the side of the tent. 
If you who reed this havent never bin to The 
Mountin, you can never no what I felt as I stood 
there with my hed thrust out in the erly mornin. If 
youve bin their, it aint no use my trying to tel you. 

Mount Tacoma in the erly lite of day! If I cud 
diskribe that, I wudent never do nuthin else. There 
aint no artest can paint it, there aint no kodack can 
snap it — its sumthing big and awful, and grate, and 
wunderfull, and grand, and buteyful, crewel and kind, 
cold and warm — jest one grate big BIG sumthing, 
that sumwaze makes you ashamed of yoreself, and 
at the same time makes you thank God you are there 
looking at it. Its a awful hill, ^the mountain that 
wuz God.' Its a thing to fite and dy for, that moun- 
tin! 

*'Phil," I called, *'0 Phil." 
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There was no change in the sownd behint me. 
**Wake up, Phil, quick; wake up!*' 

The deap base of the duet behint me seesed, with 
a girgeling grunt, and Mr. Dutton sez: 

**What the dikents you up so erly for?*' 

**You cum here and see," I anserd. 

He stuck his tuzzeld hed and haflp his undershert 
out the flap by my side. He dident say nuthin for a 
long time. We jest lened out and lukt, until we wuz 
interrupted by a man in the tent rite akrost the way, 
who sed: 

.**I wisht you fellers wud put on sum more kloze 
before you cum out doers, or wate til my wife goze 
to brekfust, one or the other." 

There wuz sum sarkasm in what he sed, so we 
bakt into the tent and woke Mr. Iront. Mr. Iront 
is a sloe dresser, and we wuz up to the hotel wateing 
for the bell to ring before he had got good started. 

Just think on it. Wede spent a hole aftemune 
rite under the noze of the mountin, without getting 
a glimpse of ennything but rane. 

There is a verry plesent yung lady at Longmires, 
— I think she is related in sum way to the fambly. 
She wuz chatting with us as Mr. Iront cum up from 
the tent. 



20 



Shooting Skyward 



<< 



Can you tell me," ast Mr. Iront, **just what the 
altertude of this place here isT' 

**Mane Two Sevin Five Nine," ansers the lady, 
and evrybody laft. Forse of habit is a wunderfal 
thing. 

Well, just about this time, the brekfust bell 
anounst the morning meel. The plesent lady I spoak 
of above wuz at our tabel, and she was very nise 
and tawkytive. Mr. Dutton wuz verry plesent two. 
As we wuz finnyshing our otemeel, Mr. Dutton sez to 
the lady: 

**I notieez roses grows well in cheaks in this 
altertude." 

The lady blusht verry red, and lukt pleezed. 
Seein he had dun sumthing nice, he added: 

**The krop of roses is inkreesing. " 

I sed to the lady: 

''Wud you kare for anuther bole of mush?" and 
she sed: 

**No, I think I have had enuff mush for one 
meel." 

Mr. Dutton klosed up and dident hav nuthin 
more to say enduring the rest of the meel. The 
buckwhete kakes wuz partikeler good. 

After brekfust, we went out in the backyard 
and had a drink outem both the minnyrel springs. 
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There is one that is as yeller as a punken, and tastes 
wurst. This is the Sulfer Spring, and boyles rite up 
outern the grownd, and is not verry poperler. They 
say that a lady wunst cum to the Mountin from Saint 
Lewis, Missewri, and when she had drunk a glass of 
this water, sed **Delishus." I wonder what kind of 
water they have at St. Lewis? There is a nuther 
spring that has water that tastes like sody pop, with- 
out the juee. 

We stood there kwite a while and lukt at the 
senery. It were grand. To our left, their rose a kin- 
der klift-like mountin, ealld the Ramperts. Its a 
long mountin, perty hi, with fur treze on top, a strip 
of rox running down a waze and then more fur 
treze to the bottum. To the rite towers Egcl Peek, 
which I will rite more about later. These two grate 
mountins, standing to the rite and leff of the vally, 
serve as a settin fer the reel Mountin in the back 
grownd. Mount Tacoma shoan a stealy, bluish white, 
aganst a backgrownd of dusky blue. There wuz grate 
blackish-purpul streeks down the mountin side, which 
we lernt were rox. We just stood there and lukt. 
Finerly Mr. Iront sez: 

**Well, this aint gettin us nowheres," so we hur- 
ryed down to our tent and prepaired for the skoot 
toards the sky. 
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I put on my hevvy draws and undershert, and 
the 2 pair of hevvy sox I had brawt. I stuft my 
britches legs into the top pare of sox, and deklaired 
myself reddy for anything. Mr. Iront had on regerler 
kliming boots, with corks in the souls. Corks in 
boots is nuthing more nor less than sharp nales, 
screwed in. Mr. Button went just as he wuz. 

The sun wuz shineing lovely. 

When we leff Tacoma, it wuz understud that we 
would have no fixt plans. Thats a wize skeme when 
you are going out to enjoy life. So when we leff 
Longmires, our intenshun wuz to progress toards the 
mountin, go just as fer as we kud and kum back by 
nite. Well, we hadent gone but a fue steps frum 
the front poarch, when a sine confrunted us reeding: 
Paradise Valley Trail.'' 

Thats a sine weve started rite, ennyways," sed 
Mr. Button. 

And so, by mutchuel concent, we timed in to 
the rite and follered it. It wuz purty muddy. 
Rite here Mr. Iront lukt at his watch, which showed 
7:20 A. M. We had follered the trale but a short 
waze, when it kum out agane in the guverment rode. 
That lukt diskuraging, but after foUering the rode 
a spell, the trale agane timed into the wuds, and we 
follered it. 
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Rite thru the timbers we went, up hills and 
into vallies, by the rushing waters of a buteyful 
streem calld the Nisqually River. And we wuz wawk- 
ing verry fast, I can tell you. The kliming begun 
gettin steeper, and after about a ower, we stopt at a 
buteyful littel water-fall and rested. Egel Peek wuz 
behint us, the Nisqually River rusht over the falls 
and away, over a bed of a millyun polished white 
stones, and the deep blue sky, smudged with fethery 
klowds wuz wurth looking at too. I hadent got my 
sekund wind yet, and wuz almost blowed, but T 
dident let on to Mr. Iront or Mr. Button, and they 
dident neether. Well, we started on agane. 

The trale was verry plane and not hard wawk- 
ing. Evry now and then wede get a vue of the 
mountin, kloser and bigger each time, and then we 
begun to notis the trees wuz gettin smaller. 

'*Can it be,'' I ask Mr. Iront, **that we are 
gettin abuv the air-line T' 

He kinder laft, and sed he reekened not. 

Along about here, we kum to the most mag- 
nifysent waterfalls I ever seen. Narada Falls: The 
sprae from it showered in our fases, and the sun 
shinin thru the sprae made a ranebow. It falls sumr 
thing like 160 ft., akordin to Mr. Iront, who is grate 
on statisticks and has a altertude of 4572 ft. The 
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boddy of water is about as big arownd as a loway 
silo, and just shutes rite over the edge of the klift, 
down, down, down, to the rox belo. The senery 
frum this point is pertiekler good, and we rested 
for about ten minits, each of us trying to make the 
other think it were the senery that made us pawz. 

Just arownd frum the falls, we cum to the guver- 
ment rode agane, where it wanders zig-zag backerds 
and furreds acrost a grate mountin side of boalders. 
Here we seen sevrul strange anermuls, playin in and 
out the holes in the rox. They wuz biggerri cats con- 
siderbul, and Mr. Dutton sez they wuz woodchucks. 

** Them's sum woodchucks," ansers Mr. Iront. 

I sed they lukt to me more like polecats without 
the Oder. Afterwerds, we found they wuz marlpots, or 
sum such naime anermuls I hadent never herd on. 
They got almost clost enuff to tutch them. 

We foUered the rode but a short waze, when we 
started kliming the trale agane. It were far steaper 
than before, the steapest part bein as steap as a barn 
rufe, and in sum places more so. We wuz sertanely 
getting abuv the air-line now, I remarkt to Mr. 
Dutton. 

Here we kud look down into a plezent vally, 
and see the guverment rode cuming on behint us, 
windeing and windeing along like a muddy snaik. 
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The klime being so steap now, Mr. Dutton sez his hart 
wuz hirtin him, and he and Mr. Iront set down and 
rested, but I klimed on over the ridge, and glad I 
am that I did so! For there wuz the big mountin 
agane, but so different, for we wuz rite at it now, 
and Paradise Valley lay stretched out before me. 
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CHAPTER THREE. 



The Valley Above the Clouds. 

Most wunderful to me of all wuz the snow. 
Right there at my feet it were, scads of it, and this 
just the middle of Awgust. Not more than therty 
ft. below me, set Mr. Iront and Mr. Dutton a-restin, 
and here wuz I, almost over there verry heds, in 
snow. I stuped down and got a handfuU of snow 
and made a snowball, and leening over the side of 
the klime, I throwed with all my mite and tuk 
Mr. Iront nicely on the ere. He got verry angry. 

**Now, there aint no use yore tawking like that," 
I replyed, to what I will not repeet, ''I thowt you 
being a sientest wudent mind." 

He sed my dirned ignerence wuz no reezen for 
him gettin paisted in the hed, and I seen it were a 
good time to change the subjekt, so I erged them to 
kum on up, and the buteys of the senery washed out 
all hard feelins. 

Paradise Vally must have been naimed by a man 
with a levvel hed, for I dont see how paradise itself 
can be mutch purtyer. The vally is a kind of a 
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slope, not at all levvel, but there being so menny 
steap mountins arownd about, when you are there 
it reely seems almost flat. Its almost as steap as 
Elevunth streat in Tacoma, in places. To the rite 
of where we stud rose the menny peeks of the 
Tatoosh Bainge, just hundreds of peeks it seamed, all 
glittering with smatches of snow; to the leff there 
wuz more mountins, behind us lay the vally we had 
just cum up, and before us rose the grate mountiu 
itself. We stood there and lukt for a long time. 
Mr. Button finelly sied and sed: 

**How wunderful!" and lukt at his watch. **Ten 
ten. Well, that skooting sum, lessen 3 owers from 
Longmires." Well, no one had past us on the trale 
cuming up, ennyways. 

In the middle of Paradise Vally is Reeses 
Camp, which is a hotel of about 25 tents, a extry 
big tent at the nigh end serving as dining rume, 
kitchen and ** furor," as Mr. Iront calld the hotel 
setting rume. The camp wuz about haff a mile from 
where we stood, and we hurryed to it so we kud 
dry our feat, which were very wet. That maine tent 
wuz a welkum resting place. When we enterd, we 
fownd ate or ten peepul setting rownd, and a duzzen 
or more pare of sox hangin up to the fire to drie. 
The fire wuz in a grate big stoav, and just a roering. 
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We bawt a nickel's wuth of kandy for a dime, as a 
exkuee for kuming in, drawd up a chair, tuk off our 
shuze and perpared to drie our wawking extermities. 

That wuz sertanely kumfert. 

Evrybody wuz tawking about the snow. It is 
not uzuel for snow to fall in Paradise Vally as 
erly as Agst. 17th, so we wuz in luck to be there 
at this time. Sevrul of the peepul had chapt lips, 
I notist, and when I inkwired about this, I fownd it 
wuz kaust by the hi altertude. I ast if it dident 
kum frum kliming above the air-line, and, after a 
silent pauze, one of the yung men sed I was korreckt, 
and it also kum frum being bit by Snow-bugs. 

I had newer herd of Snow-bugs before. It 
seams that where snow lies on the grownd yeer in 
and yeer out, it gets full of bugs just like the erth 
gets full of wurms. And they must be pekulier bugs 
too. The yung man tellin us of them sez they are 
pail blu, with lite green and pink speckuld wings, 
and they never kum out of the snow unless sumbody 
sings. Then they flie out, and sting the singer on the 
lips. 

**Ile bet Jed Bridges' wife wud like to have a 
bottel of them bugs,'' I sed. 

Why?" ast the yung man. 

29 



Shooting Skyward 



**She keaps boarders," I explaned, **and Miss 
Skinner still sings **Evrybodyz Doin It," evry nite 
in the parlor at the orgin." 

**I can understand your feelins," he ansers, **but 
Snow-bugs only live above the air-line." 

A persun lerns a grate deel of infermashun by 
travel, I can tell you. 

By the time my feet wuz dry, it were 11 oeloek, 
and as it wud be a ower before dinner, we desided 
weed take a luk arownd. A lady from Chehalis 
Wash, told us a nice little klime wud be to Macklures 
Rok, where a man had fallen and died sevrul years 
before. We started fourth. 

Way down to the leff of the mountin, a klowd 
no biggern your hand wuz trmbeling along toards 
us; the treze in the vally below us wuz streeked 
with gostely klowds, stringin in and out the green 
tops. It seamed as if there must be a fire down there 
sumwheres, and the smoke wuz sneeking up the tree- 
cuverd hills to the vally where we stood. 

We past a long string of tents, up over a littel 

hilside, into anuther vally, and then timing to the 

rite, hedded toards Macklures Eok. The snow wuz 

gettin sloppy, as the sun wuz shining verry hot, and 

it were meltin. We hadent gone hardely no waze 

when our feet wuz wettem when we started drying 

of them at Beeses. A Mr. Saddler of Seattle had 
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joined us for this wawk, also a Mr. Nickson of 
Puwyallup, a nice middel aged man, of 60, and a 
nuther man huze naime I newer lernt. We progrest 
neerly a mile, when a divishun of opinyiin con- 
frunted us. Mr. Button sed the trale went one 
way, and I sed it went the other. Nether of us 
were rite. Mr. Button led off 1 way with evryone 
but Mr. Saddler, who went with me. I went as fer 
as I kud, but sune finding myself on a verry steap 
hilside, that slid off down to sudden deth, several 
hunderd ft. below, I desided Ide better retirn, and 
not try no fancy klimes without a gide. Mr. Saddler 
staid with it, and suckseeded in kuming in arownd 
the back way and meating the rest of our party, 
who wuz just timing back toards camp, having got 
nowheres in partickler. I beet the party back by 
halff a ower. 

My resent experyence had lerned me just what 
to do on reeching Reeses. I got a chair and remuved 
my soaking shuze and outside pare of sox, and sune 
wuz enjoying a March 1910 koppy of the Strand 
Magyzine, which contaned sum verry good picktures. 
There I set, with my feet exhuding a curl of steem, 
my SOX hanging over my wet shuze on the chair 
by my feet; when I lukt up, and there in the doer 
stud a vishun of lovlyness I will not be soon to f orgit. 
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Miss Elizabeth MacEenzie cums verry neer to 
being the heroyine of this storie, and she wud be, 
if I wuz a riter of fickshun. Its a grate deel ezyer 
to deskribe a mountin than a woman, pertickerly a 
perty wuman. Miss MacKenzie is a kind of a blond, 
not the stagey kind, but nice-looking, with a good 
eomplexshun and medyum size. She wore a gray 
flannel waste, under a red swetter, with a dark skert 
and black hat of straw. Evrything frum her red 
nektie to her hevvy kliming shuze seamed to be just 
rite for a trip like this; so you wont wunder when I 
tell you I were astownded to here she were from 
Boston, Massychusets, which is all the way acrost 
the cuntry. 

I remuved my sox and shuze, as well as my feet, 
frum the chair befour me, and sed: 

*'Wont you set down and dry your feet!" 

She laft, and replyd: 

**0h, I'm dry as a fiddel, but I must admit Ime 
rather tyred. Izent it a perfeck shame about the 
klowds!" 

I knowed just as soon as she sed ''Izent" that 
she were a lady of eddykashun. When I later men- 
shuned this to Mr. Button, while he wuz washing 
for dinner, he remarked that she wuz proberly a 
skule-teecher. I ast her later, and she sed, '*I most 
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sertainly am NOT a Marm." I newer kud under- 
stand why wemmen hate to be called teeehers. But 
there is a great menny things I dont eksakly under 
stand about wemmen. 

But to go back to our konversashun : 

*'What klowdsf" I responded. 

She laft. 

**Cum out hear with me, and look!" 

I pulld on my shuze and foUered her. The snow 
wuz all gone frum the vally, and the grownd wuz 
most drie. 

And my, what a chainge! 

The senery now wud have charmd the i of enny 
speritulist. The littel wisps of klowd I had seen 
before had growd to grate pillers, whiteh were 
krowding up the hills on all sides, the big mountin 
itself bein kumpleatly kuverd. Little klowds wuz 
hopping and skippin along here and there thru 
the air, and grate gobs of klowd klung to the sides 
of the pe^ks of the Tatoosh Bainge. Now and then 
the klowds arown the big mountin wud rip wide 
open, and weed see the grand old hill in all its glory, 
and then, in a sekund, all wud be klowd agane. 
Miss MacKenzie diskribed it as *'awsum,'' and the 
wurd is a good one. 
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Presently, as we stood there, we seen dim, goste- 
like figurs cuming from out the mist. They dissolved 
into Mr. Button, Mr. Iront and the others retiming 
from there klime. 

Dinner at Reeses were a plesent meel, as we 
wuz verry hongry. It wuz all surved kuntry stile; 
meet, spuds, supe, pi and other things all spred 
arownd us. Miss MacKenzie wundered why the 
handels wuz off all the kups. She also remarked 
about the absense of butter nives, and these two 
komplaints wuz the only unplesent things I ever 
herd her say. 

**You had oughter remember,'' ,1 sed, *'that 
evrything that cums up here has to cum by stage, 
12 mile frum Longmires and 14 miles more frum 
Ashfert." 

This anser did not seem to satisfie her, and she 
sed she dident think 3 or 4 butter nives wud way 
enuff to hurt on there next order of supplize. Wem- 
men is partiekeler kreeehurs, and one must make 
allowences, as Jed uster say before he were married, 
— espechuUy when they is razed in Massychusets. 

After dinner, or '"lunch," as Miss MacKenzie 
calld it, we set arownd in the setting-rume, wateing 
for the stage to arriv, whitch starts frum the In at 
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9 in the mornin, and reeches Reeses at about 1:30, a 

distence of about 12 mile by the fine guverment rode. 
Evrybody that has ever made this drive sez the 

senery is verry fine, and if I ewer can afford it, I 

am going to ride up wunee. The stage-koach arrove 

on time. 

There were sum verry fashunabel ladies and men 

in the party that cum up in the koach. I remember 

pertickerly a forrenner, French I think he were, huze 

go-tee hadent been died for several days, and when 

you got a side vue of it, it looked like his black 

go-tee wuz floatin a fraxshun of a inch frum his 

chin. He had a basket and he tuk out a bottel of 

wine, and wanted all the ladies to have sum. Then 

he took the picture of the party that cum up in the 

koach. The men as came up with him seamed verry 

much bored, and even the wemmen dident appeer 

over-plezed. I never noed a verry perlite man that 

stayd popyler for verry long. This man told that 

old story about the man who went to the gates of 

Heven, and tryed to get in bekaws he had wunst 

give a nickel to a widder wuman, and St. Peter told 

Gabriel to give the man his five cents and let him 

go to Hell. I remember verry destinkly hearing this 

tale in 1894, and I never kud see why a story wuz 

funny just bekaws it had the wurd **Hell'' in it. As 



35 



Shooting Skyward 



nobody laft, he started to tell anuther story, and I 
sed to Mr. Iront: 

"Let's muve quick before we hear anuther one." 

"Amen," sez Mr, Iront. 

I am glad I am not fashunabel. 




CHAPTER FOUR. 



Knee Deep in Snow. 

There is a Gide at Reeses Camp naimed Jules 
Stamfler, who has bin there for a grate many yeers, 
and knows the mountin just like a town boy knows 
his own back-yard. He got up a party after dinner 
to go sumplaee. I dident pay mutch attenshun to 
where he sed he were to take us; but as I wuz con- 
vinsed it werent no use trying to get nowheres with- 
out a gide, and as there werent but one party being 
got up, I wuz glad to be one of the krowd. The 
party wuz komposed partly of Mr. Iront, Mr. Button, 
Miss MacKenzie, Mr. Saddler, Mr. Nickson, Pete 
Wolfe and Woodrow Bridges. The gide sed he wuz 
going to take us to Stephens Glazier, but when wede 
gone about a mile and a haff, Mr. Nickson remarked: 

**I'm plum give ouf 

**Nonsence," ansers Jules Stamfler. **You cum 
rite up here by me, and He see you get there." 

Jules Stamfler is a good gide. 

Well, we dident get to Stephens Glazier. The 
klowds were gettin perty thick, all arownd us, and 
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we kudent have seen nuthing if wede gone, so the 
gide consented to make a change in his plans, 
** which," he added, '*will be better, as we'll get 
back to camp kwicker.'' I will konfess I were rather 
glad to here this, as wawking in 12 inshes of snow 
is hard enuff in Jannuyerry, let alone Awgust. Mr. 
Iront started to ask if we wud have to pay as mutch 
on the shorter trip as we wud to Stephens Glazier, 
but feering the gide mite change his mind, and take 
the longer trip, I sez: 
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Shut up, pleze. You aint no gide." 



We had all bin provided with Al-pine Sticks. I 
had herd of al-pine sticks before. Back in loway, 
I herd a lexure at the Babtist Church, for the benefit 
of the orgin fund, about kliming a mountin called 
Matterhorn, and the man who spoak, menshuned 
al-pine sticks. You kan emagine my sirprize upon 
finding that they wuz not pine at all, but hickery. 
A al-pine stick luks verry much like a hoe handel 
with a 10-penny nale in the end, and a long lether 
shue-string to keep it frum luzing. One end of the 
shue-string is tyed to the end of the al-pine stick, 
and the other you ware arownd your rist. They are 
a grate help in kliming, and next summer, I am goin 
to get a hoe-handel and make me one to carry along. 



38 



Shooting Skyward 



Pete Wolfe is not a tooley. A tooley is what the 
ignerent injuns uzt to call toorists, and the naime 
has remained. Pete Wolfe wurks for the U. S. guver- 
ment, and makes trales and things. He went along 
with us just for the plesure, while the rest of us 
pade seventy-five sents a hed. 

The Gide and Mr. Nickson went furst, then cum 
Miss MacKenzie, who let me karry her red swetter for 
a waze, until I got kinder tired of it, and let Mr. 
Iront, who cum rite behint, karry it. Then cum Pete 
Wolfe and Mr. Saddler and several peepul who I dis- 
remmember, and Mr. Button brawt up the reer. Mr. 
Dutton wuz shoing sines of fateeg, but he dident say 
nuthing, just kept plugging along. That's sumthin to 
admire in a man! 

Pete Wolfe is kwite a karaekter. He holds the 
wurld's rekerd for kliming the Mountin, having made 
the skoot to the top and back to Reeses camp in 
eleven owers. He sed he wud have madr. it in evun 
better time, but for sum reeson which I have forgot. 
If you have ewer stud, as I have, at Reeses, and 
lukt to the top of the Mt. that was God, you will 
realize that this is sum skooting. It takes most 
fokes frum 14 to seventeen owers. 

As we wuz toyling along, Pete told us of a 
bunch of old wemmen what insisted on trying to make 
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the summit. There wiiz five of them in the party, 
and the gide dident want to take them out, but they 
kepp on insisting, and it being a pore seesun for 
tooleys ennywaze, he fiinerly consented, ''with this 
konsiderashun, howsumever," he sed, ''that you wont 
tawk none in the hi altertude." He figgered that 
with 5 wemmen together, and not tawking, thade 
sune tire out and want to kum home. He figgered it 
wud be ezy munny. 

Nuthing dawnted, they reddily promist, and 
the start wuz made. By the time they had got 
about haflE way to Muers Camp, the first stop on 
the klime, the wommen had ast so menny kwest- 
shuns that the gide wuz most krazey. "Now," he 
sez, "wave reeched that hi altertude, and you mustent 
tawk a singel uther wurd." The wemmen lukt kin- 
der skared, but promist. The gide begun to enjoy 
hisseff, and desided to hadent made such a bad bar- 
gin after all. He wuz wawking at a perty stiff 
klip, so as to tire the wemmen out as soon as pos- 
serbul, not wishing to try to take them klene to the 
top. The kwiet wuz sublime. 

They klimed and they klimed. After a wile, he 
herd a pufSn cuming up behint him, and 1 of the 
wemmen run up, and sez, her face all white and 
shakey : 
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**Mr. Gide,'* sez she, **I reely think we shud tell 
you, Miss Matthers aint bin with ns for the past 3 
mile." 

We all laft at this storey, until Mr. Iront sed 
he had herd sumthing just like it before, and started 
rite in to tell us how he had herd it. Aint it funny 
how fokes will men a storey that way! 

After kliming a konsiderbul bit more, we cum 
to a place where we kud look rite down one thousand 
feet. Mr. Iront, who is grate on statisticks, sez that 
it wuz as deep as it wud be hi if you put the 
Washington monnument on top of the dombe of 
the capetol of the U. S. Mr. Button sed that that 
wuz ezyer sed than dun, and Miss MacEenzie's laugh 
sounded perty on the frosty air. 

Below us wuz the Nisqually Glazier. Jules 
Stamfier sez that a glazier is the most wunderfull 
thing in the wurld. All glaziers muve verry slow. 
The gide sed they wuz the slowest muving things in 
the intire unnyverse, and Mr. Button, wishin to be 
umerus, ast him if hede ever rid on a Taeoma cabel 
car. The gide dident anser. The Nisqually glazier, 
howsumever, is the fastest glazier in captivvety, altho 
it muves only about haff as fast as the minit hand 
on a ladies watch. By figgering, you will find this 
makes about ateteen inches a day. When the gide 
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told us about this ateteen inches a day, Mr. Button 
ast if it dident muve none at nite; and the gide 
replied he hadent never set up with it to see. 

We timed to the rite here, and went a waze 
along a steap hog-back, with dizzy depths on both 
sides of us. Without notising it, wede made a grate 
sirkel, and, mutch to our sirprise, in a short time, 
we fownd ourselves on a littel peek rite over the 
camp, it being the verry place where Mr. Iront and 
Mr. Button had klimed in the morning, after I had 
left them to go back to camp. I wuz glad we wuz 
there, so they kudent say they had bin ennywheres 
I hadent bin. 

We wuz all rite glad to get back in the chairs 
arownd the fire, and feal the warmth tickelling thru 
our wet SOX. 
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Down the Olacier Trail. 

It were 4 o'clock when we started on our wawk 
back to Longmires Hotel. We perswaded Miss Mac- 
Kenzie to go along. Furst she had intended to re- 
mane at Reeses Camp for the nite, but there were 
so few peepul up there, owing to the klowdy wether, 
that it wud have bin reel lonesum, and I irged her 
to cum on down with us. She finerly konsented; and 
her kumpny did a grate deel to make us forget the 
grumblings of our feet. She is a most agreeabul 
tawker. 

Furst we went a littel waze along a ridge, and 
then dipped down into a littel vally, to the rite 
frum the way we had kum up. I never seen so many 
wild flours as wuz in this vally, just millyuns of 
them, all kuUers and shapes. There wuz large red 
flours, that Miss MacKenzie sed wuz called *' Injun 
Paint Breshes,'' and grate Bluebells, and sum funny 
light green fuzzy things called **Munkey Whiskers," 
and menny others, huze naime I do not know. 
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Just belo this vally, we struck into the reel 
trale, nowne as the Glazier Trale, and it is sertanely 
a wunderfull trale, I can assewer you. It zigzags 
down a klift as steap as yore dining rume wall, for 
neerly a thousand fete. Haff way down, Miss Mac- 
Eenzie stopt to take a pickture with the kodack Mr. 
Button wuz karrying for her. Furst she pointed it 
up the vally, over the glazier, where that grate 
body of ice stretches away for mile upon mile, all 
pirpul and blue in the late aftemune lite, ribbed and 
kreesed with crevesses and krax. Acrost the vally 
frum us wuz anuther mountin side, cuvered with 
green treze; and rite over our beds had setteld a 
klowd, whitch extended the hole way up the valley, 
until it wuz met by the upper sloap of the glazier 
in the distence. 

'*What a studdy in greens and blues and pir- 
puls," sed Miss MacKenzie, as we stood there, taking 
a long time-exposure, owing to the lite not being 
brite. 

Then we timed the kodack the other way, down 
the kanyun, and tuk anuther. Miss MacKenzie sed 
that this kanyun lukt to her just like Ded Horse 
Kanyun she had seen, the erly part of the summer in 
Alasker, where the bones of millyuns of horses were 
strewned by the banks of the rivver. Miss Mac- 
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Kenzie is a wunderful travviler. She tawked about 
Alasker in one breth, and Oldpoint Kumfert, Va. in 
the next. Mr. Iront sez thats what you wud kawl 
versertile.. 

Going on a spell, Mr. Button, who wuz bringing 
up the rear with Mr. Iront, kawt his shue string in 
the rute of a tree, and they stopt to fix it, and Miss 
MacKenzie and me klimed on down a while alone. It 
wuz here I tuk the liberty of askin her were she a 
skule teecher, with the result as I have alreddy 
eksplaned. This bringin up the kwestshun of wurk, 
she ast if she mite ask what my line of wurk wuz. 
I paint," sez I. 
An artist?" she asks, seaming well plezed. 

Far wuz it frum me to deseeve this nice yung 
ladey, but after her thinking me one of them artest 
fellers, I dident have the kurridge to tell her I wuz 
just a painter of howses, so I let it go at that. I 
seen, howsumever, that the thowt of me painting piek- 
tures dident seem reesunabel to her, but she was too 
mutch of a ladey to say so. Purty soon she sez: 

**Mr. Bridges, wud you like to no what I do for 
a living?" 

**I sertanely wud," I ansered as polite as I kud. 

**Its a grate sekret," sez she. 

'*I11 never brethe a wurd o^ it to a living sole." 

** Cross your hart?" sez she. 
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*' Twice," I kum back at her, lafSng. 

'*Well," sez she leening forard toards me, and 
tawking reel seryous, **my perfeshun is that of mak- 
ing boilers." 

**What," I ast, in astonishment. 

**Yes," she konfest, **I'm the only f email boiler- 
maker in the wurld." 

Miss MacKenzie is sertanely a pekuliar gurl. Of 
koarse she aint no boiler-maker, and yet she sed she 
wuz, just as seryous as a minister preeches. 

I never kud understand wemmen, no waze. 

Mr. Iront and Mr. Button joynd us as we reeched 
the rode at the bottum of the klime. We timed and 
lukt back at the buteys of where he had cum from. 
This senery on the way back wuz reely pertier than 
that going up, tho differunt. From here we seen the 
Ghost Forest, treze that has been ded for many yeers, 
and the bark has all fawld off, leevin thousends of 
nakid tree trunks and gastly limms, kuvering a hole 
side of a grate hill. Miss MacKenzie sed it wud 
make a fit settin for one of Danty's senes. We had 
fownd the guverment rode at the foot of the Glazier 
trale, and we went down it a waze, and then timed 
to the lefE into the trale agane. 

Bime by, we cum to a littel park-like kinder 
pasture, and Miss MacKenzie sed: 
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*^0h, what a restful glade!" 

There wuz but fue treze, and them small, and 
the grass had bin matted down to the erth by the 
hard rane of the day before. 

' * This grass feels to my feet just like a Brussels 
carpet," sed Mr. Button to Miss MacKenzie. 

She lukt down at the grass and anserd: 

**Yes, it does feel like a brussels, but it looks 
to me like its a-Wiltin." 

Mr. Button and Mr. Iront laflft and laflft at this, 
and I laflft too, but I dident understand why they 
wuz so amuzed until Mr. Button explaned to me that 
nite that Wiltin is a kind of carpet. As I sed in the 
furst place, Miss MacKenzie is a reel brite kind of a 
girl. 

Perty sune, the glazier trale joined into the 
pony trale, up whitch we had cum in the mornin, 
and it were not long before we cum out of the wuds 
in frunt of Longmires, reechin there in time for 
supper. We had made the trip back in 2 owers and 
twenty minits. In all we had wawked twenty-five 
mile, and bin less than 12 owers doin it! That is 
skootin sum for ammytures. 

After a good substanshul supper, which we ser- 
tanely enjoyed, we watched the settin sun on the 
mountin. 
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It beet firewnrks at the Taeoma Stadium, that 
smiBet did. Evry minit the hitl wud tiro a diffnmt 
kuller. At one time it reminded me of the kuUer 
of Jed Bridges baby when it is tok ontem a hot 
bath, all roay, dellykate pink. Then the Moontin 
begun timin a sammon kuller, then darker, and 
darker still, then a dusky brown bin. Finnelly its 
outline wuz lost aganst the sky behint — the stars 
cum out and it were nite. 
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CHAPTER SIX. 



Around the Camp Fire at Longmires. 

There wuz a big fire blazin a little waze down 
the roe frum our tent, and ten or fifteen of us browt 
out our camp chairs and set arownd and tawked fo^' 
a ower. The men in the grape fownd stones neer 
the brook that run clost by, and set them arownd 
the fire to warm for the wemmen to warm there 
sheats with before goin to bed. Miss Peel had a 
brick. She is a very fine girl too, ekwally as fine 
as Miss MacEenzie, except a diffrunt stile of girl. 
She is tawler and gives you the impreshun of bein 
athletick. Her hare and ize are verry dark. She 
lukt more of the western gurl. She is a women of 
menny ideers. As she set looking at her brick warm- 
ing, she had a verry origennel one. 

**Fokes," she sed, **wudent it be grate if us 
turests kud bild a brick howse at Muirs?" 

Peepul, being perlite as a rule, will lafE at enny- 
thing a perty gurl will say, so a rippel of lafter went 
rownd the campfire. 
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''Now, Ime not joshin," she sed, brisselling up 
a littel, ''this is a seryous ideer of mine, and a good 
one," 

"Give us the detales," ast a minnister of the 
gospel, who wuz setting neer her. 

"Well, now lissen," she goze on, "suspose evry- 
body that went to Muirs carried one brick — 
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Agane the rippel of lafter went its rownd. 

"You wise ones just wate till I get thru," she 
kontinude. "This is prackterbel. If evryboddy tuk 
up 1 brick that klimes to Muirs and the summit, 
befour long thered be kwite a brick pile there. Now, 
let evry toorist by his brick at Reese for a small 
sum, say two bits. This wud make a profit for 
Beeses. Have the brick so you kud write your name 
on one side, and it wud make a fine suvvyneer to 
leeve. Just as sune as there wuz enufE bricks up 
there, then it wudent take mutch expence to have 
sumbidy bild this suvvyneer rume. Think how that 
wud stimmylate kliming, and eventshually be the kaws 
of a warm restin place where there shud be sumthing 
of the kind." 

Mr. Iront had bin bizzily figgering while Miss 
Peel wuz tawking. As I have sed, Mr. Iront is grate 
on statisticks. As Miss Peel finished, he razed his 
hed, and remarckt: 
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**At one brick per persnn, allowing 50 per cent 
increese, owing to intrust creeated by the cabbin 
skeme, over the present number that klimes that hi, 
it wud take eksackly nine hundred and atyseven 
yeers before thade have to send the brick masens up 
to bild the suvyneer at Muirs." 

Its wunderful how disagreeabel statisticks can be ! 

Miss MacKenzie, reeilizing Miss Peel's natchurel 
anger at being treeted this way by Mr. Iront, hastend 
to say: 

**Kliming the Mountin to the top is a most 
strenyous proposition, I shud imagine. Almost as 
hard to do as to klime to He wen." 

He wen bein in the preecher's line of bizzyness, 
he natcheruUy tuk up the thred at this point. 

**You are kwite rite, my deer Miss MacKenzie," 
he sed, setteling of hisself for a diskushun. **The 
injuns showed sum wizdum in callin it '*the Mountin 
that is God. " As a matter of f ack, the Mountin fir- 
nishes us a mity good eksampul of the various waze 
of goin to Hewen. Let us konsider sevrul of the 
waze to the foot of the Mountin. 

** There's the Pony Trale. It's a good deel longer 
than sum, but it leeds on steddy evry foot of the way. 
You get sprinkeld at the falls before you have gone 
fer, and after that the goin is better. The senery is 
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fine, there aint no grate diflfykulties to overkum. 
Just a medyum trip. That the Presberterien Trale. 

''And the Glazier Trale! It runs along in a 
dark valley kwite a waze, and then all of a sadden 
you birst out into the grandest kind of senery, and 
a steep klime begins. Lots of fokes slip and back- 
slide on this trale, but its short and good goin if 
you are careful. That to me is the Methydist Trale. 

**The Baptist Trale runs over the Bamperts to 
Injun Henry's. A splendid dry path the furst part 
of the way, and then you kum to Mirror lake. Evry 
boddy that goze this way, stops a while at the pool, — 
the reflexun of the mountin in the water is grand, sum 
fokes almost thinkin the reflexshun is grander than 
the hill itself." 

*'And how about the Episkypaliens ? " ast Miss 
MacKenzie. 

**0h, they ride up to Paradise in a koach," an- 
sered the preecher, laffin. 

''And after all," he kontinude, ''it aint the trale 
we take that kownts so mutch, for all of them takes 
us only to the foot of the reel Mountin. Its our abil- 
lerty to klime the Mountin that shows us up in the 
long run in gettin to the top. You must be strong 
and have a good gide, and you will make it all rite, 
whether you ride, wawk or straddle a poney for the 
furst part of the jumey. 
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A number of kwestshiins wuz waiting him as he 
ended. 

Sum one ast him how about the Christynn de- 

nommynashun, and he sed: 

**They dont seem to have no trale, that is, no 

beeten trale. They use the Bibel for there kumpas, 

and hed rite toards the mountin, and keep goin. 

Just skads of them get there, too, and make splendid 

klimes, but for me,. Ide lots rather take a beeten 

trale." 

Mr. Iront kud stay silent no longer, so he 
inkwired : 

**And how about the Christen Sientests?" 

Well, He tell you," ansers the preecher, smilin, 

I may be prejudiced there, but it seems to me they 

dont go nowheres at all. They set rite around here, 

and when the sun shines brite and they are feelin 

fine, they look up at the Mountin, and say, over and 

over agane, *We are up there now, we are up there 

now, we are up there now,' and bless yore hart, it 

aint long before they beleeve they are kliming just 

like the others." 

This made Mr. Iront mad, and he got up and 

took his chair and went to bed. 

A Portland man, who had sed nothing, not being 
interested in theeology, to change the subjeckt, here 
inkwired : 
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''Will some one pleze explane to me what the 
reel name of this mountin is, Tacoma or Baneer?" 

I must skip the next ten minutes. There wuz 
four Tacoma wemmen, five Tacoma men, three Seattle 
wemmen and severul more Seattle men in the argy- 
ment. Miss MacKenzie leened acrost to me, and 
ask for my pensel. I give it to her, and taking a letter 
frum the pocket of her red swetter, she tore off a 
peece of the envellup, and begun to rite. When she 
had finished, she handed the pencil back to me, and 
also the peece of paper, and sed: 

**I want you to reed this sumtime when you 
leeve here, and lern it by hart. Dont reed it now." 

I promist. 

And Mr. Button, havin fallen asleep in his chair, 
I thout it wuz time to make a muve toards our tent. 
And so the circul was broke up for the nite. 
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Sunday on Eagle Peak. 

Next day wuz Sunday. We set arownd after 
brekfust and tawkt. There wuz a Mr. J. H. Digby, 
of Seattle, and a Mr. Brauns of Tacoma playing a 
gaim called Chess. I never seen it plaid before. 
There is kwite a number of white and black figgers 
set on a checker bowerd, and the plaers set and 
studdy them, and dont say nuthin to each uther. 

**What kind of a gaim are you playing?" I ast 
of Mr. Digby. 

**Ruy Lopez, '* he anserd. 

Mr. Hall, a relative of the Longmires, who runs 
the liwery stabel, kindly eksplained to me that Ruy 
Lopez meens Chess. I think Buy Lopez is the 
Sweedish for it. There is a littel boy there naimed 
Eddy, and he ast Mr. Digby if they dident ever muve 
the men like you do in Checkers, and Mr. Digby 
replyde : 

**Por hevvens sake, dont tawk so mutch." 
I hope I newer have to play that gaim! 
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Well, we wawked arown a rite smart before din- 
ner. We bowt several seegars at the rownd postoffis, 
and Mr. Iront got sum suvyneer Picktures verry cheep 
there. We wawked down and seen the Sulpher Baths, 
and the uther baths, and lissend while a verry enner- 
getick old man told us how he had cum up to the 
mountin all dubbeld up with roomyticks, and how the 
baths had kured him. We put our nozes over a 
boxed-in trought, which sticks out of the ground, rite 
over a place where sum sulpher gas cums up from 
the scenter of the erth, and I wish to say rite now 
that my noze receeved a shock it will not soon forget. 
There is all kinds of smells and after than kums that 
smell you get out of that gachtrough neer Longmires 
Springs. 

And this is the way we spent the momin, just 
a-iiddelling arownd. 

Miss MacEenzie leff on the 1:30 koach for Ash- 
fert and home. The place dident seem the same when 
she had went. 

The klime to Egel Peek is a ezy one, and with- 
out the need of a gide, and still it is as perty or 
more so than the klime to Paradise. I will alwaze 
be thankful for that Sunday aftemune. 

Miss Peel, Mr. Button, Mr. Iront, myself, a yung 
Bulgeerian, Mr. Saddler and Pete Wolfe made up 
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the party that set out rite after dinner. The trale 
starts back of Longmire's livvery stabel, and winds 
along but a short waze, when you kum to the Nis- 
qually River, whitch you kross on a swinging bridge, 
bilt on kabels. Here a sine kunf runted us that red: 

**Only Pedesteriens alloud on this Bridge." 

Mr. Iront is verry neer-sited, and when he seen 
this sine, he got verry mad, and remarckt: 

**The U. S. guvernment aint got no rite to diktate 
enny man's religion, and as Ime a sittyzen and a 
taxpayer, Ime a-going to cross that bridge!*' 

**Sure," anserd Miss Peel, leeding the way acrost. 

This trale wuz mutch more bizyness-like than 
ennything we had seen before. It started in klimin 
rite away, and zigzagged up verry steap without 
hardely a levvel place ennywhetes. We wuz in the 
forrest, kliming and kliming, for a ower before there 
wuz ennything wurth riting about happent, and then 
we krost a littel streem and stopt to rest and drink 
of the icy water, frum a foldin kup that the Bul- 
geerian had. Miss Peel wuz the leeder of our party, 
and I wish to say that she made sum gide, I can tell 
you. We run up most evry step, much to the distress 
of Mr. Iront, but he vraz to curtyus to komplane. It 
got steaper and steaper, steaper at times than the 
glazier trale, but good wawking all the way. 
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Finnelly we cum to a perpendickeler prairy, shootin 
rite strait up in the air, and rested kwite a while 
before attemtin to go up it. For 200 fete we toyled 
up this. About haff way up, the Bulgeerian picked 
up a rok, and tost it kareless-like at a potridge that 
wuz hoppin and skippin in the tall grass, and by 
sum strange fate, the rok hit the burd in the hed 
and kilt it. There is a hewy fine for killin burds in 
the park, and he were verry skared. He klimd 
arownd the hill, fealing his way along, as it were a 
dangrous place to go, and got the body of the burd 
and dug a hole and berried it. 

Above this up-and-down prairy, we came to the 
top of the ridge, and the other side lay stretched 
out before us. There wuz a rokkky peke to the rite, 
and we skrambled thru under-brush and over small 
rox to it, altho we kudent kwite reech the top. 
We stopt at the base of a grate monument-like rok, 
where hunderds of toorests have left there kards in 
the krevvesses, where the rane cant get at them. 
Here we set a-restin and glorying in the wunderful 
vue. 

When it kums to down-rite magniffercense, that 
vue frum Egel Peek cant be sirpast. The Bulgeerian, 
who has bin to the summit of the Big Mountin, sez 
that the sieenery no wheres on the grate klime can 
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kompair with what we wuz lookin at now. The hole 
Nisqually Vally lay before us, with mountin after 
mountin standing out in evry direkshun, and the 
grate snow-kapt Peeks, St. Helens and Adams in the 
far distence. Eite akrost from us wuz the God of 
all Mountins, 'a thing unto itseff,'' as Miss Mac- 
Kenzie wunce sed of it. There want much kuntry 
for a hundred miles arownd that wuzent laid out rite 
at our feet. 

*'Ile bet you my slice of pi at supper tonite, I 
can beet you to the bottum," Miss Peel broak in upon 
my reverries. 

What' kud I do but except the challenge ? Littel 
did I feal like runnin down, but there seamed nuthing 
elce to do, so I sed, as perlitely as I kud: 

**The bet is klosed,'' and we started. 

Mr. Iront hadent bird our conversashun, and 
when Miss Peel gave a hupe and disapeered over the 
edge and me rite after her, he thowt she had fell over 
and I had gone to the reskue. It took Mr. Dutton 
and the rest of the party ten minutes to bring Mr. 
Iront two. Heze a simperthetick sole. 

Littel did Miss Peel and me no of this, fer we 
wuz makin time on our way to the bottum. We 
reeched Longmires in a shaid less than a ower, whitch 
is no skoot to be sneazed at. 
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Miss Peel is splendid kumpny. She made that 
last supper we ate at Longmires one I can never for- 
get. We all et at her table. Furst cum the supe. 
Mr. Button immejutly fell to investergatin the supe, 
and sukseeded in findin a oyster in it. 

**What kind of supe is it, Mr. Button,'' ast Miss 
Peel, who hadent got hers yet. 

**As fer as Ive got in my investergashun," an- 
sers Mr. Button, **I wud say it were mono-byvalve. 
What's yours?" 

She had hers by this time, and after stirring the 
spune arownd two or 3 times, ansers: 

Mines a duo," and they lafft like they wuzent 
plum tired out. I dont kare what naimes they 
kawld the supe, it were sertanely good, and we all 
enjoyed it. The lady who wuz wateing on the tabel 
dident like the naimes they wuz giving the fude, so 
before placing the next dish on the tabel, said: 

This here's gravy," thereby robbin Mr. Button 
of sayin sumthing more of a witty natchure. 

There wuz no komments on the chicken, and the 
pi — I forgot to give my slice to Miss Peel — and then 
after evrything, we had peeches and cake. My, what 
a lovely supper that wuz! 
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When we leff the dining rume, we seen Mr. Digby 
and Mr. Brauns rite where we had leff them, still 
looking at them Chess-men. This seamed to me one 
of the gratest wunders of my trip! 

Evrything plesent must end. I aint goin to say 
mutch about the leevin. I never hated to go home 
kwite so bad. The ride back in the big ottermobiles 
wuz gloryous, the sun shining warm and a gentel 
breze trembelling the leeves of the giunt treze. But 
it wuz goin home! Back to the paint brush for me, 
and the frate trane for Mr. Dutton, and alreddy Mr. 
Iront wuz hummin what he kawls his nashunal an- 
thum, ** Blessed Insurence.'' 

Next yeer we're goin bak! WeVe got lots to 
see yet. We dident even get to Injun Henrys, dident 
see Mirrer Lake, dident klime Pinnykel Peek or even 
the Eamperts. With all wede seen, it seems to me 
we hadent seen nuthing. But we wudent have mist 
it for a thousand doUers, — and it cost us less than 
fifteen dollers apeece, hotel, gide, r. r. fair from 
Tacoma, seegars, post cards and all. 

Before we got on the ottermobile to cum home, 
Mr. Linkliler, the fotygraffer, took our pickture, me 
in the middel, Mr. Iront to the leff and Mr. Dutton 
to the rite, drest up just like we wuz all the time 
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we wuz klimin. It dont take no grate preperashun 
to make that trip. Jnst go free and ezy and enjoy 
it evry minit. Next yeer, Ime going to spend haff 
my time at the In. They say that's a grate place to 
stop. I want to try it all. I don't think there's a 
disapoyntment in the hole Park! And we're goin to 
reech the summit next yeer, too. 

Well, we wuz still owner of sum extry money 
when we got on the trane at Ashf ert, and Mr. Button 
suggested we ride in the observashun car, which I 
am glad to say we did. We set on the back end and 
enjoyd the senery, in a kinder sad, regretful way, for 
we wuz going home! Away frum the Mountin — 
back to Jed Bridges wife's boardin howse. We 
dident tawk much, just set watchin the mountin 
gettin smaller and smaller and further away in the 
distence. Pinnelly Mr. Iront sed: 

''What wuz it that Miss MacKenzie rote on 
the envelope and handed to you arownd the fire, nite 
befour last?" 

**Dirned if I hadent f ergot all about it," I an- 
sered, fishing in my coat pocket for the slip. Finding 
it, I handed it to Mr. Button to reed alowd to us, 
and this is what he red: — 
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Great Mountain, who once to a pagan race wert God, 

Make us to realize our shame: 
That, failing to sing praises to thy wondrous form, 

We stoop to squabble o'er a Name!'' 
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